Yes, that was the worst misfortune, the worst affliction. What did his other interests matter by comparison with that? What, even, did other people's interests matter? As he poured out a glass of wine for Clanricard, he said to himself, very quickly and furtively :
" Yes, the worst disaster - war, one thing going to pieces after another . . . yes, it would be terrible. But to witness it with a perfectly clear mind, such as I have to-day . . . Whereas to lose one's clearness of mind------"
He interrupted himself at once :
cc It's shocking that even a man like myself, who isn't quite a rotter and whom young people take as their example, should so easily come to reduce the world's danger to a little problem of egoism."
Then he tried to console himself:
" It isn't a crime for one's mind to be anxious about its own fate. The essential thing is to do what one can to meet this world danger. No doubt I can't do very much; but I am doing what I can. . . ."
He pulled himself up.
" After all, am I really doing all I can ? "
He corked the bottle and put it on the table, asking himself whether there was not some action that he could take against the approaching danger which would be more courageous and more effective than merely talking and thinking about it.
As for Clanricard, he went on feeling, despite everything, that kind of comfort, of mental security, which began for him as soon as he entered Sampeyre's sphere of existence; But this sense of well-being, which as a matter of fact the keenness of his anxiety prevented him from noticing, ksted scarcely longer than half an hour. Clanricard went away with enough gloomy ideas to last him for the rest of the day.
What affected him most was the way in which Sampeyre seemed to accept the coming catastrophe as the issue of a train of events geometrical in their simplicity. Hitherto, when he evoked such dangers, Sampeyre had never failed